BONNET   AND   SHAWL                        239

nothing of a pair of honeymoons and something for the
village children.

The summer weeks flowed by, until the morning came
when they were married in the mating world of 1839. The
occasion, it must be confessed, was not lacking in emphasis.
For the wedding carriages were followed to church by a
notable procession recorded in the Chester Chronicle :

Band.
The Hawarden Castle Lodge of Odd Fellows.

Band.
Hawarden Temperance Societies.

Band.
Benefit Societies.

Band.
Tradespeople in large numbers.

The bridegrooms, deafened but happy, drove in the sixth
carriage ; and it is scarcely to be wondered at that Lyttelton,
always a little apt to be upset, broke down again. Even
Gladstone was unstrung. His unerring diary attributed it
to the music: indeed, it was a wedding-march that might
have shaken stronger nerves. So the happy couples were
floated to felicity on floods of tears. For a slightly emotional
piety seemed to prevail. Besides, in 1839 the age of sensi-
bility was not so distant.

Even the honeymoon retained something of the dual
character of that stupendous wedding. The smiling pairs
were separated for a fortnight or so ; and in an ecstasy of
good intentions Gladstone, alone with Catherine, conversed
on the fallibility of private judgments, on amusements, on
the sanctity of time, on Sunday observance and the relation
of charity to private expenditure. He prized his treasure
highly; but in the very act he seemed to test her precious
metal in the fires of improving conversation. At intervals
he read the classics. But early the next month they were
all back at Hawarden once again for " a beautiful meeting
between the sisters " and the less spiritual delights of a